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So tear me open but beware 


Author's Notes: 

This time | tried-like | tried the 1000 times before-to write a drabble.. shit out of luck, | got carried away by 
things so this is not even gonna be an OS. However, | wanted to try something different with these two so 
here's AU naive (early days) James falling for his literature professor, none other than (TBA era) Jason 


As you may know, English is not my former language so tell me if you find any mistakel 


From the moment | follow with my gaze the happy trail of blonde hair that connects his belly button to his groin, 


fo the instant his blue eyes meet mine, | can’t breath, 
| cant look away and | can’t move. Im like frozen and | doubt he knows the effect his smirk has on me. 


He grabs my hand and takes it fo his jaw; its rugged and | can feel his new spiky beard - which, just for the 
record, turns me on madly - but my thumb can't help stroking it gently just like my mind cannot deny how badly | 


want to make love to this little man Pretty hard, actually. 


James smiles again and my whole world melts. When he sits on my lap, my hands wonder all over his bare, strong 
arms, holding him tight, feeling his muscles. Affer all his efforts, workout is paying off. Nice. Very, very nice. Very.. 
hot. 


Only a month ago, he was nothing but a kid to my eyes, too naive and powerless to even approach Professor 
Newsted and too shy to talk to me. | had never seen him like a man before, he was just a child But he came 
to me and finally found the courage to break the ice after weeks and weeks of hesitation His hands were 
barely shaking, his smile appeared tentative and his blue eyes darting. Still, | could catch a shy gleam in his 


gaze. 
"Is there anything you want to ask me, young James?" 


| got his attention and | can read in those eyes he's feeling stupid. How do | know it? | was pretty much the 
same at his age. | had a broken home, few sketchy "friends" melting in the shadows as bullies approached me. 
And now I'm a teacher, yeah. Not that | wanted to revenge my bullied teenager past when | graduated. | just 
loved books, they were my only friends so | dedicated my life to literature. No secret most of my students 
find this subject boring, | always try to tease their minds with adventure, poetry and fantasy but it doesn't 
seem to work. Everybody is on the edge of sleeping, except for James. From his seat next to the window, | can 
see him peering shyly at me, his fingers always busy drawing something. His math teacher showed me a 
drawing of his, last week. However, the sleepyhead doesn't seem to be very diligent so | can't help him out of 


his corner. 


"Professor, l.. | really need to recover your subject." he lowered his gaze, a little disappointed, but then 
something caught his attention. | looked down confused and smiled. The next thing | did was handing him a book 
of mines: George Orwell's 1984. He looked pretty fascinated by its cover. 


"Do you like sci-fi?" He nodded quickly and stared at the book | was still holding in midair. 


"What am | supposed to do with this?" 


| could hear from his voice he was still skeptical. 


"What about reading it?" | offered. He smiled shyly and quickly shoved it inside his backpack. Then he left the 
classroom without a word. | stood there alone, smiling for what it seemed to be forever, happy to have found 


a crack in my little friend's shell. 


Unbearable 


Author's Notes: 
English is not my former language, so feel free to let me know if there's any mistake! 


A week and a half passed by since the day | earned a gleam of trust from James. 


| hadn't seen him nor heard of him in days. It was Thursday when | gave him the book. | saw him twice after 
that lesson, then his seat became empty. | tried to call his home but | felt stupid and hung up. However, every 
time | had lesson with his class | hoped to see him in his beloved corner, maybe even busy reading my book. | 
was almost sure he liked that one. | liked it when | was about his age. 


It was Wednesday when | entered the classroom for what it seemed to be the thousandth time. Actually I'd 
been working in that school for just two months, since the beginning of the new year. The previous literature 
teacher had several ribs and a arm broken while he was skiing so there | was, glancing at his empty seat. | 


didn't expect anything else, to be honest. James had probably more interesting things to do.. during school time. 


Alright, Jason - | told myself for the umpteenth time, opening the literature book. Youre not his goddamn 
father, relax. 


| started reading a poem to the class even if everybody was about to fall asleep on the desk as usual. God, the 
lesson had begun just ten minutes before.. Only a creaking interrupted the train of my thoughts. At first | 
thought it was a stupid joke from one of the wise guys in the back row, but then someone knocked at the 
door. | glanced at the clock on the wall, then | invited whoever was knocking to come in Maybe it was principal 


or the janitor, who knew. 
However, my heart began to pound faster and faster. 
| knew who | wanted it to be. 


And that's when | met his gaze. He was standing in the shadow of the hallway so | couldn't focus him well, but | 
would've recognized those blue eyes among thousands. | invited him to enter but he shook his head and 


gestured me to join him in the hallway and so | did. 


When | finally focused his face under the neon lights of the corridor, | realized why he hadn't come to school 
for days. | brushed the skin of his bluish cheekbone gently with the tips of my fingers as he groaned slightly 
and lowered his head to hide the shame. Then he started rummaging into his black backpack till he found what 
he was looking for: my book 


"| needed to give it back to you." 


| shook my head in pain and reassured him. 


"You can keep it" 


He pressed it harder against my chest, like he just wanted to get rid of it. | could read distress and fear 
behind his glare. 


"No, youll keep it. Its yours." 
As minutes went by, | could feel my heart melt inside my chest. He wanted to look like a tough guy badly but 
we both knew he was a wounded puppy. And that's when | failed him: | tried to hug him. Quickly, he shoved me 


away. He was strong for a kid of his age. Besides, | let him go away. 


He was feeling hurt, he had the right to run away and hide his tears like | did when | was his age - | just 
didn't know why he was suffering. And it was unbearable. 


There's a devil waiting outside your door 


Part of me knew from the start it wasn't a good idea. 


That part was the Jason who wanted to keep his job. 


He was always on time and properly dressed, so different from the sloppy Jason who was used to fall asleep 


on the couch on saturday night, hugging a bowl half full of popcorns, the TV still on 


However, the other Jason was used to keep him under control so | still had my job and the money | needed to 
live. My house was quite big for one but since my wife has died from cancer | lived alone and it was okay. Not 


great, not bad. Just.. okay. Not that | really like to talk about it. 


My life is quite boring or at least it was till that kid didn't teased the lazy Jason by inviting him to his home. 
Actually, he never did it, but | showed up anyway. | knew | had no rights to do it but | wanted to know what 
was going on, what did his family think about his bruised face and help if | could. 


Maybe his parents didn't know about the bullies.. yeah, thats what | thought. Derek, the captain of the 


lacrosse team, and some other jerk sitting a couple seats behind James were always busy provoking him. 


| took a deep breath before knocking on the front door. The house was a shabby place just outside of town. 
The little garden on the side of the slum emanated a strong smell and was full of weeds. | had already figured 
out James wasn't fucking rich, but this.. 


| knocked for a second time since nobody came to open the door. | tried to peer from outside the window but 
the only thing | saw before almost falling in a bush was somebody asleep on the floor. | was about to enter - 


maybe someone could've fallen ill - when | heard someone coughing. 


"Is there anybody?" | asked, knocking again on the door. Just go, you idiot OF course there is someone, they just 
dont want you here! A little voice in my head told me. 

After some other minute, | finally heard footstep coming from what seemed to be the living room. A bearded 
man came to the screen door and opened it. He seemed just rolled out of bed or, more probably, up from the 


floor. 


"Who are you? What do you want?" he barked, scratching his own big belly. He wore an off-white undershirt 
and a pair of cargo shorts and stared at me with a scowl. His eyebrows seemed as one and his smell made me 


really want to puke. | was not one to judge at first sight, not even at second or third one probably, but this.. 
However, | was about to reply when James showed up at the top of the stairs. As | noticed him, he noticed me 
and froze on the spot. Then he slowly backed up to his bedroom and | remained alone or, well.. face to face 


with his father, | supposed. 


"Mr. Hetfield? I'm Jason Newsted, James's literature teacher" | said, reaching out. | expected him to shake my 


hand but he just looked at it with his usual scowl so | shoved it back inside my pocket. 


| see. What do you want? Are you looking for that punk James?" he asked, raising a brow. Then he turned to 
face the top of the stairs and started to yell. "JAMES! COME HERE! NOW!" 


"Oh, no, | didn't-" 


He didn't even let me finish. "That fucker.. James is a troubled kid, he lost his mother a year ago and since 


then.. well, we've had problems" he mumbled, heading to the living room. 


| followed him without being invited - once again - and noticed it was a total sty. James's father sat on the 
couch but | didn't dare to do the same. Thats why youre a pussy, the little voice reminded me. 
| cleared my throat for the man to look at me instead of watching TV but when he did, it got all choked up. 


"So... | hope | didn't take you away from anything." | said, a little bit awkward. "James didn't show up at school 
the last week and-" 


Is that all?" he interrupted me, once again. This man was making me nervous. "He was ill." 


"Yeah. | saw it clearly on his face" | spat acidly. It was my turn to be sharp and we both knew his answer was 


bullshit. James wasn't ill. He was wounded. It was different. 


"Are you suggesting something," he replied, standing up from the couch and approaching me, "mr. Newsted?" 
"Maybe" | hissed, my voice full of hate. 

"Get out of here! Out of my home, you lout!" he shouted, walking back to the couch. 

Only then | noticed the many empty bottles scattered across the carpet. Walking to the door, however, | also 
saw James out of the corner of my eye. 


His blue eyes were studying me, following me to the exit. 


Whiplash 


Author's Notes: 
English is not my former language, so feel free to let me know if there's any mistake! 


"What was that idiot here for?! Did you call him?!" the man yelled, holding James by his hair. 


The kid tried to tear himself away from his father's grasp, but it was too tight and James knew he would've 


not mind tearing his locks off one by one or all at once. 


"| didn't! Let me gol" he flailed in an effort to escape his father's fury. Too late. The man had already carried 
him to his bedroom, also known as the torturing room. The skin of his head was still sore even if the man had 
let him go, when he was tossed on the bed. He knew what was coming next, yet he held back his tears. He 
didn't cried out nor screamed, not even when he heard the familiar clink of his father's buckle. Not even when 
a big hand lifted up his shirt from behind, or as the first whipping hit his tender flesh. Nothing. One, two, 
three lashes.. and so on till his back would bleed. He would've loved seeing James begging, but the little fucker 


never accomplished him. 
The kid just kicked, gritting his teeth. 


All he could think about back then was him. Those blue eyes of his, his strong hands, his kind smile, his 


fingertips brushing James's bruise, his sultry voice whenever he read Byron, the hurt in his gaze... 


F only he knew. 


The seeker 


Author's Notes: 
English is not my former language. 


As weeks went by | got to know more about James. Not that he would've told me about his life, but there 
were details, sharp proofs that things weren't going like they should in the routine of a teenager. 


One evening | was walking through the school hallway when | saw him sitting on the bleachers of the gym. His 


classmates were playing baseball while he sat there, alone and upset, watching them. 


| still don't know what guided me there, that day. Maybe | just wanted to talk to him but then | gave up. 
Slowly, | approached him with the purpose of keeping quiet. | didn't want him to shove me again Surprisingly, he 
was the first one to talk. 

"Are you here to play?" 

| smiled sadly. "| used to." | heard him sigh. 


"Sit down, c'mon" he proposed. | did as he wished, happy to know that he didn't mean to distance me. 


‘It's my father. He's a Christian Scientist. My whole family," he let go another sigh, "they all believe in.. this... 
stuff. That's why | can't play." 


"Does that also explain the bruises?" 
| got | stepped over the line only a second later. | was honestly worried and when my mind realized what I'd 
just said, | froze. If only | could | would have taken those words back but it was too late: James surprised me 


once again by replying.. not angry at all. Just sick. Sick of that situation 


"He takes a drop too much once in a while. | know what you think.. but he's not an alcoholic. He's just a freak. 


He doesn't know what to do. His fucking God has let him down 
| nodded, a little bit ashamed. James sounded so terribly adult and way too bitter for a kid 
"May | ask you a favor?" 

Ask me anything, baby 


"Yes..2" 


"Don't come back to my home. He'll kick your ass" he chuckled bitterly. "Instead. can | crash at your house?" 


| could hear shyness into his voice. His eyes were low, fixed to the floor. He looked so busy while torturing his 
old shoes, one feet scratching the paint from the other foots sneaker. 


"Sure!" | replied, maybe too fast and a little bit too enthusiast. 
God, this guy is gonna kick my ass, | remember | thought. 
James laughed. He stared at me with his child blue eyes and relaxed for the first time since | knew him. 


"| like you, mr. Newsted" he stated, an authentic smirk on his face before he stood up and headed for the door. 


"But don't get used to it!" 


Fresh meat 


Author's Notes: 
English is not my former language. 


Golden locks covering his soft cheeks, parted rosy lips, woven bare legs and naivety dripping from all over his 
body.. as he sleept on the couch of my living room. | know, | shouldn't be such a stalker but he was asleep so 


he didn't really have to know | liked him not just in a purely platonic way. 


| wanted him to trust me, | was his "home" or something now. 


| was his confident, he was slowly untying the knot around his feelings. 


He stayed home from school for the several days but | didn't say anything. | wanted him to open and so he did. 
At first he barely ate and talk, but then we got used to crash in front of the TV and to watch movies 
together. Every night, he fell asleep with his head against my arm or on my lap and l.. | could do nothing but 
sigh and stroke those beautiful hair again and again till | fell asleep too with his sweet scent cradling me. 


It was a Friday evening when | came home from school and didn't find him laying down on the couch. It was 

quite unusual To be honest, he was used to lay on my couch for hours and hours with an adorable pout of 

boredom. 

Luckily | panicked silently. | dropped my bag to the floor and looked for James only to find him in the kitchen, 
busy cooking something. 

Instinctively, | approached him from behind. | was so happy he didn't leave. | couldn say he hadn't noticed me 


and when he saw me, he jumped back. 


"Hungry?" | asked, smiling. He put down his headphones and nodded, a shy smirk now painted on his lips. 
Suddenly, he blushed and stared at the meat frying in the pan, arousing my curiosity. 


"Yeah. | was cooking for.. you know.. us." 
Us 
It sounded so good coming from those cherry lips of his.. 


‘Oh, uhm... good, okay. l.. | didn't think you knew how to cook" | replied, sitting at the kitchen table. He laughed 
and shook his head. 


"This is thawing, not cooking!" he exclaimed, very matter-of-fact. 


"When you put it that way, | guess | can't cook as well" | answered back, infected by the cheer in the air. 


"| should've imagined" he said, turning up his nose adorably as he put the meat and its sauce on two plates. 


Like it happened days earlier, we were melting. But the real question was: why were we constantly tense? My 
mind knew the answer, | just thought it was too soon to step forward. | wanted him to do it. | wanted him to 
tell me what he was feeling. | wanted him to recognize the sexual tension about to take over our bodies, day 


after day... 


And maybe who knew, he was willing to open some more too. Maybe he was feeling... things. Heart things. Like 
me. | wondered how long things would've kept going that way.. 

A steaming, full plate was tossed at my table right then. Ask the meat, his sparkling eyes jokingly seemed to 
suggest. 


Thunderstruck 


Author's Notes: 
English is not my former language. 


A thunder broke the sky. A million miles away, electricity was dancing through the dark clouds over my head 


just to wake me up. | opened my eyes: there's no way | could fall asleep again. 


When | was a kid thunders and lightning used to scare the hell out of me but now they shake me from my 
sleep and it's such a drag. 


Slowly, | sat on the edge of my bed. Water. | needed water. | also needed a hobby. A nocturnal one. Like those 
lucky serial killers who stay up all night, every night, busy cutting their victims’ corpses into little tiny pieces. 
Unfortunately, this is all just in Kirk's head, not mine. Thats what teaching chemistry does to your poor brain. 


All| need to stay up all night is only a noise, instead. l'm way more boring than Kirk. Only a thunder and | know 


Ill keep my eyes wide open for the next six hours. 


However, | decided to stand up. | knew | would've ended up staring at the ceiling, otherwise. While | headed to 
the kitchen, my mouth was feeling dry like the Sahara. My body was sticky from sweat and | had a terrible 


headache. Maybe a good aspirin or two would have solved all of my problems. 


Walking through the living room, my eyes laid on the thin figure lying on my couch. He was visibly shivering. | 
approached and tucked him in. He looked upset, even in his sleep. Worried, | touched his forehead: it was 


burning. 

Now, he did need an aspirin, not me. 

When | moved away from him, | heard him muffled groan coming out of his lips. | sighed. | didn't feel like 
leaving him there, even after shoving a tablet down his throat. Paying attention not to wake James up, | picked 


him up in my arms with the sheets still wrapped around his weak body and brought him to my bedroom. 


"Here we go" | whispered, propping his body gently on my bed. | laid next to him and forgot about the water, 
smiling sadly when he squeezed his eyes and, later, he opened them. 


"l-Im feeling cold" he mumbled, his voice broken | caressed his forehead softly and clasped him to my chest 
as if he was a puppy. He curled up against my body, | stroked his hair and soon he was asleep again. At least, 


that's was | thought. 


"You're so warm, baby" | whispered. "I think you could really melt what's left of my heart." 


A couple minutes later, | saw him yawning, 
"Jason." His voice was so raspy and weak. 
"m here, James" | reassured him. He held onto me tighter. 


"l-I want you..." he mumbled, his tone even more drowsy than earlier. | thought he had misspelled something, 
because sure as hell he wouldn't want to say what he said. 


"Did you say something?" | asked, feeling tremendously excited but also quite awkward. My face was on fire. It 


was a rapidly developing fire that was reaching my nether regions very quickly. 


"Yeah.. Make.. make love to me." he muttered, his eyes still closed. "Please, Jason." he begged, kissing his way 
To my lips. 


All within my hands 


Author's Notes: 
English is not my former language. Reviews are always appreciated :) 


And | ran. 


| ran to school as fast as | could not to wake up with his blue eyes silently pleading mine to return his love, 


because | knew that if only our gazes had met that morning, | would have fallen under his spell once again. 
| would have returned those kisses on my neck so greedily, once again 

| would have worshipped eagerly every inch of his skin, once again. 

| would have made love to his sweet body so hard.. 

But instead | ran. 

| don't even know where did | found the strength to do it. 


| ran fast and without looking back because | knew that the fever was talking the previous night, not him. He 
was dizzy and weak.. and me too. Yet | was the grown-up. | was in charge. | had the duty to reject those bites 
teasing my vulnerable neck and the bare skin on my chest, when he managed to take my pajama shirt off. | 


had to push him away, when he sat on my lap and lowered himself on me, his gaze burning with desire till our 


lips collided.. but | didn't. 


He ate my mouth furiously and soon our hard-ons met, grinding hard one against the other. James was so 
hot, steaming lust was evaporating from all over body now. He rolled on one side and took me with him. It was 
too damn late and | hugged him. Gone was the conscientious literature teacher whose duty was setting an 
example to the world. The wildest and most passionate poetry | had ever read of couldn't compare at all with 


whatever | was living. 


Our heat combined, our sweat mixed with our pleasure moans. We were as one. Almost as one. There still was 
something missing.. and that's when | realized what | was doing. 


| was about to have him. Whole. He would've given everything he had to me. Maybe he was still virgin, too. 


| can't" | whispered, stiffening. He still had his fingers interwined behind my neck, his body under mine. He was 
the prey, ready to surrender. Born to surrender. To me. To my body. To my love. To my lust. To my most 
hidden desires. 


"I cannot do it" | repeated, since he continued kissing my face. Finally, he stopped abruptly. Once again, he put on 


that pout of his | loved. | wanted to hug him so tight but | resisted. 
For a few minutes, silence ruled over the darkness of the bedroom. 
"You don't want me" he stated, his ego clearly bruised. | swallowed hard. 


Tell him. Tell him the truth 

He's not five. He'll understand 

He'll leave. 

You'll go on with your life, your routine. 
You both will forget 

It was just a mistake. Nothing more. 
You know it 

Do it for the both of you. 

Do it for him, at least 


"No. No, | don't" Fucking idiot. "Now get out of my bed, please." 


Almost okay 


Author's Notes: 
Hehehe. | had to. 


Three weeks went by quietly. 


| went on with my life, James went on with his. It was almost unbelievable: we made it. Everything was in 


order, okay again, only one thing wasn't okay at all: me. 


| couldn't stop thinking about James and about that feverish night. | could still feel his fingers tickling my nape 
and his lips brushing my chest. Lately | had been getting off thinking about it too. It was happening more and 


more often. 


What made it even worse was the fact that James returned to school. | mean, | was happy for him, yet | 
always kept an eye on that sleepyhead. He was quieter than usual and acted like nothing had happened. Good 
thing, after all 


Then why something was stirring inside me? 

| wasn't one to make a scene for nothing, especially since | had no reasons to complain. But 

James was pretending nothing had ever happened, he also ignored me on purpose while | felt like shit. That little 
fucker. He knew, he was just feeling resentful. Who was | to blame him? Just mr. Newsted, now. 

However, things kept quiet.. till the day he decided he had enough of my politeness and of his unsatisfied libido. 
In addiction, James was a beautiful teenager. Sparkling blue eyes, wavy long blonde locks that made him look like 
an angel.. he could've seduced any girl of the goddamn school. | was prepared for that. | was ready to see some 
little slut breaking his heart, sitting in his lap, blowing him in the girls‘ bathroom. 

The only thing | hadn't consider was that she could be a he. 

And shit got real the day he became best friend with none other than Dave Mustaine. 


God, why the fuck him? Luckily or not, Mustaine wasn't in any of my literature classes but I'd heard things. 
Kirk often talked about the guy. 


"That guy is pretty intense, believe mel" he told me once. "He's a lawless prick, yet a genius, almost like a 


bandit. | can feel it. He's always late and arrogant and-" 


"So what? He's just a regular prick, thats who he is." 
Now | was acting just like James would, with the little difference | was twenty years older. 


‘Oh man, if only you could see him with my eyes.. He's talented. Maybe not cut out for science, still.. | don't 
know, there's something about this guy." 


"Yeah, whatever." 
Bottom line: Kirk was daydreaming as usual and Dave Mustaine remained a mysterious prick to my eyes. | was 
totally fine with it, till | spotted him and my beloved James hugging on the baseball field It was only a second 


but | noticed quickly how the two looked at each other and that definitely set me on fire. 


From that moment on, | hated him. Hated his cocksure swagger, his way to bring everybody to the prick side, 
his manners, the way he held my baby in his dirty arms.. 


All of that and the fact that | had a terrible crush on James and James only. 


Devil's dance 


Author's Notes: 
James' POV. 


| can feel hands squeezing softly my hips. 
| can feel lips brushing against my neck. 


| can feel hair tickling my shoulders and they're not mine, for once. 
The only thing that hurts me is that they're not Jason's either. 


Fuck, after all of this he's still acting like a jerk. He saw me with Dave and said nothing and now.. now he's not 
here. Of course he's not here. Why in hell would he come? He doesn’t want to blow his cover. ‘Cause that's what 


counts: appearances. 


The professor has his duty, his public image, a certain level of control to maintain. That's what he does. That's 
what Mr. Newsted does. He hides scared only to come out and to spy on me when I'm not under his sight, 


when I'm with someone else. 
| hear a muffled groan. 


"Hello Jamie, you still with me?" he waves at me, messy red locks covering his whole face. He's smiling and | 


feel such a bastard. "You sure you want to-" 


"Sure" | cut him off. This is the only way. This is the only way | can break Jason's heart. This is the only way | 
can make him understand what he's done. This is the only way.. and he'll never know. But / will And this is 


enough. 


Dave goes back to kissing my neck and my chest and | let out a moan. My fingers soon entwines with his hair, 


his red passion is washing over me. 

"I want to." | whisper, closing my eyes. He stops and | see him raise a brow. 

"You want me? Alright, baby" he replies with a wicked smirk. | wouldn't say he's shy, but | can feel he's not 
rushing nor screwing everything up because, in the depths of his heart, he knows he feels something for me. | 


can see why he's willing to give me everything he has: he trusts me. 


And I'm gonna break his heart too. I'm gonna steal his first time from him, as well. Wasting mine wasn't good 


enough. Nope. 


| close my eyes again and pull his hair tighter. 


A second later our underwear is gone and our boners are touching each other. It feels pretty damn good.. still 


| can't not think what | would be like with Jason I'm under Dave now, l'm his Jason. Not that | repel dominating... 


| don't think | should, at least. 


Soon enough, too soon probably, | am holding Dave by his hips and he's groaning obscenely while my tip is 
wandering around the tender flesh of his ass. | haven't done anything yet but he's really tense and | wonder if 
itll be painful 


"Relax" | order, no hint of tenderness in my voice. Dave can hear it too but he just squeezes his closed watery 


eyes and grits his teeth. 


The truth is | want Jason to know. | want him to know that I'm wasting myself. | want him to know that this is 
all his fault. | want to hurt him and | know the only way in order to do it is by hurting myself. He's too hard 


to wound in any other way, but | managed to slide under his armour.. just like he did with me. 


"J-James.." Dave's already breathless, maybe because he's holding his breath. "I think w-we should u-use some 


kind o-of.. fuck!" he cries out as | push the tip of my dick in. 


It's so damn tight and warm and fuck.. How in hell will | last enough to make him come synchronized with me? | 


don't care, honestly. After all, that's just what it would be like in a movie. Or in fucking poetry. 
In the meanwhile, | push myself in, inch by inch. 
| can't stop thinking about Jason. 


Would he ever let me penetrate him? That would mean.. being in heaven, probably. But most of all I'd like to 
know what would it be like having him inside of me. 

Fuck.. Not now, dick. I'm busy imagining Jason 

Jason and his bare chest. Jason and his scolding gaze. Jason stroking his huge dick with his hand, ready to fuck 
me. Eager to fill me. Fuck 


Dave pants, growls, groans on top of me. | don't care. The only person | need is not here with me and I'm 


growing more and more angry. 


Quickly, | pound into him and empty my balls inside his eager body, indifferent to the fact the he hasn't 
finished yet. Then | pull out. He's almost desperate, | can read it in his eyes. | was about to leave but fuck off, 
I'm not a monster. My hands replaces his, his moans fill my ears and soon enough this thing is over for him 


too. 


| hope Jason will be proud of it. His goddamn moral record is clean, my anger is only dripping from inside my 
sore best friend now. 


The frenzy of Jason 


Author's Notes: 
Long time, no see BUT I'm back :D 


"Mr. Hetfield and friend back there, | was talking to you too. Open up to page 84" | ordered. James wiped a 
smile off his lips while Mustaine raised a brow. They both grunted before opening the literature book. | sighed. 


Jesus Christ. Why do they have to do everything together? | remember | thought. 


That Dave was on James’ ass all the time even if he didn't seem that happy to have a new boyfriend. | didn't 
dare to say James didn't like him at all but apparently Dave was way too sappy for his taste - something that 


really paled to insignificance any time | laid my eyes on them. 


| could see out of the corner of my eye the redhead's always trying to show his love to James, but the other 
one kept on rejecting him. First he pretended to be very busy doing some kind of sketch of his, then he would 


fake a headache, then again he made up stories to leave his partner alone. 


However, whenever | casted a glance at their corner, James threw himself on Dave's lips. They made out like 
there's no tomorrow and Mustaine looked like the happiest motherfucker on the entire planet. He didn't know 


about me and blondie, though. His little friend apparently forgot to tell him. 

Still he and me knew everything. 

And | could read in his blue eyes disappointment as response to my indifference. 

Not that | was indifferent to what | see. Hot ass teens making out under my eyes.. | have to admit it, they 
made a pretty sexy pair I'd have liked to join. Something had begun to stir inside of me, in a nutshell. Arousal, 
maybe? | mean, aside from jealousy. Clearly. I'm not a heartless pervert, of course, yet the little blonde fucker 


knew - and knows - perfectly how to turn me on. 


And that's exactly why I'd throw him into detention after classes, once - for going way too far with Mustaine 
during the reading of Orlando Furioso. 


Basically, before | stopped myself from reading the fifth line of the opera, James was palming the redhead's 
crotch with such eagerness the name of the poem could have easily changed to "The Frenzy of Jason". 


Only then he got thrown out of the classroom. Alone, so that he couldn't cause further damage to my self- 


control. 


"Woah, man. James looked such a good guy" Kirk commented, during that wednesday's lunch break. He had his 
mouth full of spaghetti and his black eyes sparkled with disbelief. He looked just like a kid, sometimes. Maybe 
not like James, but still... 

"Yeah" | replied, sighing. "That was dr. Jekyll” 

Kirk laughed and shook his head. "If | didn't know you any better, I'd say you've taken a shine on that kid" 
"Good that you know me, then!" 

We joked and talked for a half hour or so before Kirk stop talking and stared at the canteen table we were 
sitting at. He sighed and | knew, | knew damn well where he was going with that. Kirk was a hopeless romantic 
but first of all he was a professor, an moral example to new generations. Which meant professor Hammett 
wasn't exactly supporting me falling in love with a teenager. 


"l. | think you should just let him go, Jase" he murmured. | rolled my eyes but said nothing. 


"C'mon. What would you want it to end like? You and James living together happily ever after? He's.. he's just a 
child and you know that" 


"Look, | don't want to talk about it anymore. | know what you think. Just save the psychoanalysis for your 
biologist, grasshopper friends." 


So saying, | stood up and left quietly. 


Another solid hour went by before | got a message from Kirk It was 15.45, which meant | got only I5 minutes 
left till detention time. | felt like a naughty student sent for the first time into detention when the phone 
buzzed in my pocket. Quickly, | pulled it out. 


"Meet me out front. NOW" 


Shit. | wanted to call him but considering he lived with his head in the clouds, | opted for running to the school 
front door. | took my bag and the rest of my shit, luckily the detention room wasn't far from the entrance. | 


was almost there when a hand grabbed me by my shirt and pulled me into the broom closet. 
"What the hell-" 


A dark haired male figure hushed me, his sweat was the only thing glowing in the dim light. "I-I think we might 
have a problem" he stuttered 


"KIRK! What are you talking ab-" 


His hand was still holding me and though he wasn't exactly like the bullies of my old high school, | didn't feel 
comfortable with it. Before | could get rid of him, he talked though. 


"Ie thrown Dave into detention because of James." 


"Uh" 


| was surprised to say the least. Why was he telling me? The little fuckers were a real pain in the ass but 


that wasn't all. 


"Jase." he said, looking into my eyes. His were almost watery as he blushed. "I think | feel something for the 


kid too." 


